PRIVATE    LIVES                ACT  I
SIBYL :   It's heavenly.    Look at the lights of that
yacht reflected in the water.    Oh d^ar, I'm so happy,
ELYOT (smiling) :   Are you ?
SIBYL : Aren't you ?
ELYOT :  Of course I am.    Tremendously happy.
SIBYL:   Just to think, here we are,  you and I
married 1
ELYOT :  Yes, things have come to a pretty pass.
SIBYL:   Don't laugh at me, you mustn't be blast
about honeymoons just because this is your second.
ELYOT (frowning):  That's silly.
SIBYL : Have I annoyed you by saying that ?
ELYOT :  Just a little.
SIBYL :   Oh, darling, I'm so sorry.    (She holds het
face up to his.}   Kiss me.
ELYOT (doing so) :   There.
SIBYL :  Ummm, not so very enthusiastic,
ELYOT (kissing her again) :  That better ?
SIBYL :  Three times, please, I'm superstitious.
ELYOT (kissing her): You really are very sweet.
SIBYL : Are you glad you married me ?
ELYOT :  Of course I am.
SIBYL :  How glad ?
ELYOT :  Incredibly, magnificently glad.
SIBYL : How lovely.
ELYOT :  We ought to go in and dress.
SIBYL :   Gladder than before ?
ELYOT t Why do you keep harping on that ?
SIBYL : It's in my mind, and yours too, I expect.
ELYOT : It isn't anything of the sort.
SIBYL :   She was pretty, wasn't she ?    Amanda ?
ELYOT : Very pretty.
SIBYL :  Prettier than I am ?
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